THE  AMATEUR EMIGRANT

THE SECOND CABIN

I FIRST encountered my fellow-passengers on the
Broomielaw in Glasgow. Thence we descended the
Clyde in no familiar spirit, but looking askance on
each other as on possible enemies. A few Scandina-
vians, who had already grown acquainted on the North
Sea, were friendly and voluble over their long pipes; but
among English speakers distance and suspicion reigned
supreme. The sun was soon overclouded, the wind
freshened and grew sharp as we continued to descend
the widening estuary; and with the falling temperature
the gloom among the passengers increased. Two of
the women wept. Any one who had come aboard
might have supposed we were all absconding from the
law. ^here was scarce a word interchanged, and no
common sentiment but that of cold united us, until at
length, having touched at Greenock, a pointing arm
and a rush to the starboard now announced that our
ocean steamer was in sight. There she lay in mid-
river, at the Tail of the Bank, her sea-signal flying :
a wall of bulwark, a street of white deck-houses, an